DAYS WITHOUT END
what her pride had to endure, for the husband went off
openly with his lady. The man felt a great sympathy
for her — and, as if she guessed his thought, she came to
him, and he overdid himself in being kind. (He gives a
short bitter laugh?) A great mistake ! For she reacted
to it in a way that at first shocked him but ended up in
arousing his curiosity. He had known her for years.
It wasn't like her. It fascinated him, in a way, that she
should have become so corrupted. He became interested
to see how far she would go with it — purely as an observer,
he thought — the poor idiot ! (He laughs again. Father
Baird has remained motionless ', his eyes on the floor. Elsa*s
face is pale and set^ her eyes have a bewildered^ stricken look.
John goes on?) Remember, all this time he saw through
her ; he laughed to himself at her crude vamping ; he
felt he was only playing a game. Just as he knew she
was playing a game ; that it was no desire for him but
hatred for her husband that inspired her. (He gives a
short contemptuous laugh again.} Oh, he had it all analysed
quite correctly, considering the known elements. It was
the unknown -
father baird (without raising his head].    Yes.
(He casts a quick glance at Elsa, then looks as quickly
away. Her eyes are fastened on the floor
now. Her face has frozen into a mask with
the tense effort she is making not to give herself
john. He had not the slightest desire for this woman.
When she threw herself into his arms, he was repelled.
He determined to end the game. He thought of his
wife - (He forces a laugh?) But, as Fve said, there
was the unknown to reckon with. At the thought of his
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